20               ENGLAND'S HOUR

How much more tragic, I remark to Martin,
the war seems here than in London; the contrast
is so poignant between the lovely, stable, civilised
things which are the real essence of people's lives,
and the-carnage and destruction that threatens
their very existence, All this week; in the
September sunshine, our own garden with its
sunflowers and Michaelmas daisies has been a
'royal glory of gold and purple, jewelled with the
flitting beauty of the Forest butterflies. So many
friends were meant to see and enjoy these treasures
during late summer week-ends, but because of
the war, only a few have been here. We discuss.
the threat made by man's ruthless game of power
politics to this innocent loveliness, and perceive
the essence of war's tragedy in the peace and
fragrance of the little garden.